heard his footsteps, as he ran through the silent quad-
rangle, and afterwards along High-street.

e Never did a more finished gentleman than Shelley
step across a drawing-room! * Lord Byron exclaimed;
and on reading the remark in Mr. Moore's Memoirs., I was
struck forcibly by its justice, and wondered for a moment
that, since it was so obvious, it had never been made

before.

HOGG (from Life of Shelley)

On a poet's lips I slept

Dreaming like a love-adept

In the sound his breathing kept;

Nor seeks nor finds he mortal blisses,

But feeds on the aereal kisses

Of shapes that haunt thought's wildernesses.

He will watch from dawn to gloom

The lake-reflected sun illume

The yellow bees in the ivy-bloom,

Nor heed nor see, what things they be;

But from these create he can

Forms more real than living man.

Nurslings of immortality.

SHELLEY (from Prometheus Unbound)

in